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could come but from England. I've rarely met devotion as bright
and fine as his was. Now and then he forgot himself completely and
it was for me to calm him down.
"If you don't look out you'll be shot one of these days," 1 often
said.
"I don't care.  I'd die for England."
Up in the north, especially in Lille, feeling ran high. They had
experienced a previous German occupation and had no illusions
about the present one. The statue of thFusilles was the scene of
continual demonstrations. The Germans blew the statue up. Next
day some young men sang the Marseillaise where the statue had been.
The Hun arrested them. The inhabitants of Lille thought that after
the war there might easily be two statues of the Fusilles. Those of
'14 and those of '40.
Though Jean lived in the Zone Intcrdite, he managed to come
frequently to Paris. It was mostly to see me and to hear me say
that England would win. He used to say, if I ever got into trouble
with die Germans, he would hide me for the duration. Many
English soldiers were hidden in the north and the Germans weekly
reiterated that they would shoot anybody that helped English
soldiers to escape. The R.A.F. visited the north regularly and
dropped leaflets. On one of his visits Jean brought me some and
showed them to Nona and to me in a small cafe. Just as Nona was
reading one, two German soldiers came in and sat down at the table
beside ours. We thought that riotously funny. Nona calmly
finished reading it and then handed it back to Jean.
"Quite interesting," she said.
In the circumstances it definitely was.
Jean had a girl in Paris. She used to work in a munition factory.
In those days she had been a Communist but now was a fervent
Gaullist. I met her, and both of them said it was a pity there were
but so few leaflets in Jean's possession, for if we had a larger
quantity she could distribute diem in her quartier through the good
old Communist channels. She lived in a workers' district. Jean
looked at me and said he had seen a typewriter in my flat. I said
I'd be willing to make as many copies as I could. He gave me one of
the leaflets and the girl promised to call for them in three days'
time.
I sat down to my typewriter, a Royal portable, inserted paper and
carbon-paper. My typewriter could produce nine copies at a time.
1 had plenty of paper from the dead past when I used to be an author.
As I sat down and started off it came home to me with a little*dirill
that now, at last, I was doing something for which the Germans